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The Slayer 


Author's Notes: 
This is one of my first fanfictions please give me advice on how to improve my writing. Set in the 


\"Buffyverse\" but | have tried to write it so people who are not Buffy fans can understand it: 


Coventry 1118 


Eddie stood in a dark ally outside Coventry's only punk club. He had a lit cigarette in one hand and a large 
double edged knife in the other. He had only one goal in mind, to slay a Slayer. Looking round the corner she 
saw her. She wore a black "Ramones" t shirt that was ripped up and held together with safety pins, ripped 
black jeans with a couple of studded belt, a black studded leather jacket and a pair of heavy "Doctor Martens" 
boots. Her hair was short, spiked and died bright purple. Her name was Amber Chase and she was the Slayer. 


The one girl in her generation to chosen to kill vampires, demons, and all other types of hellspawn like him. 


Standing behind her was a poncy looking guy in his early 30's. He was clad from head to toe in brown tweed 
and he looked rather uncomfortable in this part of town. His name was Henry Smythe and he was her Watcher. 
The man given the job of guiding her through the worst that hell could throw at her. 


They walked into the club. Eddie waited a moment before hiding the knife inside his leather jacket and following 


her inside. 


The music hit Eddie like a sledgehammer. He'd always hated punk rock, it ground on every last one of his 
nerves; give him a bit of Led Zeppelin any day over this noise. He walked over to the bar ordering a beer, 
lighting another cigarette and taking a long drag. No one in this sea of mad hair, piercings and tattoos seamed 
to notice that he was far from human. He kept an eye on the young slayer who couldn't have been more than 


lb years old and stood out like a sore thumb with her Watcher standing with her. 


The whole place reeked of vampire, another thing he hated about the punk scene was the fact it attracted so 
many vampires. Lower order half-breads who thought they were so bad but just got laughed about over a 
pint in the Whore of Babylon pub back in hell. A vampire with bright blue hair and a human girl with more 
facial piercings than Eddie had ever seen attracted the Slayers attention. She followed them out the back door 
and Eddie followed after them. 


By the time Eddie had made it out the club Amber was deep in a fight with 3 vampires. One was the blue 
haired guy. The others were a guy with long curly blond hair who kind of reminded Eddie of Janick and the 
third guy who was bald and had tattoos covering his skull. Eddie kept to the shadows behind the dustbins and 
watched as tattoo ran up behind her and was dealt with by a swift elbow in the face as she kicked blue in the 
chest. Third thing he hated about vampires, they never thought about what they were doing it was just 
vampire see, vampire do. Blue knocked the stake out of her hand She dropped and rolled grabbing a broom 
handle, snapping it and using it to stake blue and blonde in one move as tattoo turned and ran. She grabbed her 
stake threw it catching him strait between the shoulders, piercing his heart and turning him to dust. She 
helped the scared girl offering her a few words of comfort before watching as she ran down the ally as quick 
as her legs would carry her after such and ordeal. 


Eddie stepped out of the shadows smiling a as he saw the look of shock on the young Slayers face. "Amber 
Chase isn't it?" Eddie asked. "I've been waiting a long time to face a Slayer again and after a ‘conversation’ with 


the Watchers Council | was pleased to find one so near at hand" 
"Who are you?" she asked 

"Eddie" 

"What are you?" 

"Your worst nightmare’ 


Eddie moved first surprising Amber with a punch to the side of the head sending her to the floor of the ally 
with a bloody nose. She was up instantly kicking Eddie in the chest before fainting right and delivering a punch 
to the left side of his head but all she managed to do was seriously piss him off. He looked up and his usually 


blue eyes flared red as he let out a loud snarl that could be heard several streets away. He charged forward 


grabbing the arm she had raised to punch and delivering several hard punches to her face which nearly 
knocked her out cold. He brought her arm behind her back and removed the knife out of his jacket and held 
the knife to her throat. He laughed and inhuman laugh that sounded like it had come from the fires of hell 
itself and that shook the windows as he drew the knife across her neck and severing the arteries and killing 


her. 


He carried the body through the near deserted back streets the only people present were the homeless, the 
drunks, and the druggies looking for their next fix. He arrived at the 2 Cathedrals he walked into the old 
Cathedral which had been bombed during World War 2 and that now lay in ruins. 


He lay her body in front of the charred cross laying her body in a cross shape with her legs together and her 
arms spread wide before carving a cross into her forehead . He wrote "Don't mess with Eddie" on the left 
hand side of her body in her own blood and let of another guttural laugh. He murmured some words in some 


long forgotten language and with a flash of hellfire and a burst of laughter disappeared back to hell. 


